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To be sung at the Ceremonial 


THE DEAR OLD FLAG 
(Tune—"The Old Gray Mare.’’) 


The Dear Old Flag, she’s j 
ag, Just what e 
Just as she ought to be, just as i eee Py 


t to he'll ever | 
The dear old flag is just what she used to a 
Many long years ago, 


Many long years ago, many long years ago 


Repeat first Sour lines, 


The brave old flag, she'll float over 
Emblem of Liberty, fearless of Ge 
The brave old flag is just . 

Many long years 
Many long years ago, man: 


land ana sea, 
many; 

what she used to be, 
ago, 


Y long years ago, 


Repe i 
eat first four lines, second verse 


PYRAMID TEMPLE 


A. A. O. N. M. 5S. 


Desert of Connecticut, L ss 
Oasis of Bridgeport, 


By the Illustrious FRED E. NORTHROP. 
A PROCLAMATION 


Whereas, On July 31, and August 1 and 2 last past, the antics of Old Sol 
(he of the efjulgent rays of lorridness) and General Humidity, (his co-partner) 
were such as had not been perpetrated on sweltering humanity since the time 
when the memory of man runneth not to the contrary. 

And Whereas, Certain perverters of theological expressions were impelled 
by reason of the doings of the above mentioned co-partners, to vociferate 
thus: HOTERNL, to the shame and disgrace of the said perverters. 

And Whereas, It is a reasonably safe prognostication that, for a short 
space of period—more or less, as the case may be—we shall be immune from the 
antics above referred to and should therefore raise our voices in joyous T D um 
of thanksgiving, and the joyous joker beats anything in the deck. 

And Whereas, Germany is being whipped, and we—the U. S. A. are 
helping to do it. 

And Whereas, Our auricular orifices are again assailed by the wailings 
and lamentations and pleadings of those who have long wandered in the 
darkness of ignorance, but now crave permission to sit at the feet of the Prophet 
(Allah favor and preserve him) and be of the number of those who bathe in the 
fountains of incorruptible waters, and rivers of milk the taste whereof changeth 
not, and rivers of wine, pleasant and purifying to those who drink, and enter 
into the vineyards where peace and plenty ever abound and no evil exists. 

NOW THEREFORE, I, Fred E. Northrop, Potentate, being clothed and 
invested with all the power and authority requisite and necessary, do issue this 
my 

Royal Proclamation 

To all the faithful followers of the Prophet (may his beard grow long) 
within the confines of my jurisdiction; and I do hereby order, adjudge and de- 
cree that the particular ceremonies appropriate to the date hereinafter men- 
tioned in the 45th Mohammedan Cycle be fittingly observed at 


The Casino on State Street, 
Between Norman Street and Wordin Avenue, on 
LAYLET EL ETNIN 
the Fourth Day of the Second Month, Hejra, 1336 
SAFAR 
(Called also Safar el Muzaffar) 
which in the tongue of the unregenerates is 


MONDAY, NOVEMBER 19, 1917 


On this auspicious date occurs the celebration of the 
NEZLET EL HAJJ 
or the Descent or Alighting of the Pilgrims, (who begin to return from Mecca 
in this month) accompanied with Oriental Mysteries, processions, rejoicings, 
illuminations, chantings, and Zikers on the glories of Mecca. 

And in order that on this occasion grief and sorrow shall be unknown, and 
joy be unrestrained, you are commanded to peregrinate to the uttermost parts 
of my domain in search of those who set at naught the teachings of the Koran, 
vand heed not the Muezzin’s call, and endeavor to convince them of the error of 
their ways; and if so be specious words will not avail and impetiginious scrog- 
-gles are found with an abundance of hirsute tubercular protuberances on the 
apexes of their craniums, let theny be seized thereby and gently persuaded to 
accompany you; and if peradventure no capillary adornment is visible on the 
said apexes then and in that event let them be snatched bald headed, so to 
speak, (that none may escape that ivhich is prepared for them) and bring them to 
the portals of our goodly Temple, that they may harken: to the words of 


wisdom that flow from the lips of our Sheiks even as honey droppeth from a 
bear’s paw. 


I have spoken. Let none fail;to hear and obey. 


FRED E. NORTHROP, 


: Potentate. 
I’ve made a note 


‘Of what he spoke. 
Thad. B. Beecher, Recorder. 


I hear and obey, 
But this I must say: 
That what he has said 
Shows wheels in his head. 


John. H. Wade, Director. 


THE IMPERIAL COUNCIL 


The forty-third Annual Session was held at Minneapolis, July 24th and 
25th, and was a strictly business proposition. 

The Imperial Recorder’s report showed a membership of 238,933. The 
teport of the Imperial Treasurer showed a balance on hand of $139,187.77. 

Dispensations were granted for Temples at Tampa, Florida, Canal Zone, 
and Hastings, Nebraska. 

Charters granted to Kazim Temple, Roanoke, Virginia, and Sudan 
Temple, Newburne, North Carolina. 

$20,000 was voted to the Red Cross Society. $5,000 to the George 
Washington Memorial Association, and $25,000 to Zuhrah ‘Temple to return 
contributions expended prior to calling off the entertainment features of the 
meéeting. : 

Charles E. Ovenshite of Minneapolis, was elected Imperial Potentate, 
other officers each advanced one station and David W. Crossland of Mont- 
gomery, Alabama, was elected Imperial Outer Guard. Zuhrah Temple did 
everything possible for the pleasure and comfort of the members of the Imperial 
Council. 


DISPENSATION 


The Imperial Potentate, (may his joys be multiplied) has granted his 
“Special Dispensation” permitting us to ballot for and confer the Order of the 
Shrine upon candidates elected at this Session. 


Extract from the By-Laws 
Better read this, it may interest YOU. 


Sec. 3. Annual dues shall be $5.00 payable on the first day of J anuary in 
each year in advance. Upon the receipt of dues from any member of the 
Temple the Recorder shall send the visiting card for the year, as provided by 
the Imperial Council, which shall be a receipt for dues for the year named 
thereon, and in case any member shall neglect to pay his dues prior to the annual 
meeting in December, he may be suspended from the rights and privileges of the 
Order until all arréarages shall havé been paid. 


If you owe any dues, better use the ni¢é new clean blotter sent you last 
month and blot a check for the Recorder. 


AMBASSADORS 

It is the desire of the Potentate, (was the destre of the ‘“‘has beens,” and 
undoubtedly will be the desire of the “‘to bes’) to cheer the hearts of our si¢k 
Nobles. Flowers are always appreciated in thesick room, but it often happéns 
that we know nothing of the illness of a Noble until in some roundabout way 
we hear he has entered the Unseen Temple, and even then the knowledge 
comes too late to have the Grescént placed upon his breast. This ought not 
to be. Three of our Ambassadors keep us’ advised on such matters, 
WHAT ABOUT THE OTHERS? 


G. A. Sturdy 


Congratulations to George on his appointment as Grand Recorder of the 
Grand Council of Royal and Select Masters, are in order, a little late perhaps, 
but the first chance we’ve had, and the Nobility of Pyramid hereby hand 
them to him in large quantity. That he is in every way fitted and qualified 
for the job everybody knows, for the initials of his name proclaim him to be a 
bright and shining light. His life has been more or less (mostly more) eventful. 
He was born at a very early age, and almost entirely bald, but the care and 
attention bestowed upon him soon resulted in what appeared to be fuzz on his 
dome, which later became a luxuriant growth of hair, of which he was justly 
proud. In his early youth he successfully triumphed over mumps, chilblains, 
measles, and various other afflictions, and after some years arrived at Sturdy 
manhood. His Masonic career has been replete with official positions—all he 
desired and some that he cidn’t, and he is one of the very few 
is always on the job. He is a great Masonic student. If 
who built Solomon’s Temple he would look straight into your eye and say: 
“I know, but won't tell’; then he would buttonhole you and pour into your 
tympanum all about Masonry having fallen into decay in the beginning of the 
eighteenth century and that when Sir Christopher Wren, the Grand Mastee in 
the reign of Queen Anne, had become aged, infirm and inactive, the Grand 
Assemblies of the Grand Lodge had ceased to take place. When oa are on 
the point of collapsing he evens up matters by short recitals of the hist f 
Templarism. This is one of his fads. He happens to havi i ae 
knowledge and is proud to have b ap sbetial Templar 

: e been the Recorder of his Commandery for 
many years. His low toned voice brings to his listener a feeling of comfort 
and confidence and he makes a fine impression wherever he ee He i - 
authority on maxims, aphorisms, and epigrams, and can tell a hon hi Susan 
treats its gods, and that the only horrible thing in the world is bet ithe a 
money—a sin for which there is no forgiveness. His habits bi Dae 
and he retires to his welcome couch at early h i ean reese 
fidelity, skill, faultless patience and other m: 
Noble George A. Sturdy “ Fae 
want to hae him. Selah! ‘wae ae May he live until we 


Recorders who 


ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS 


When the Cat 
egorical questions to which we i 
are propounded to us upon the cere Pee kal Adena 
to explain: what we know about the Kasidah, we are bie ee 
yet the miserable Arab, in his native barrenness of sch ioe we dumb. aa 
can roll off the answers with apparent ease. But wh 5 ay accomplishments 
2s ‘en it comes to questions 


‘ ‘mM; i 
claim that we are there with the goods Pas Ee ap Side aoe i 
‘ 2d eS 


Dear Recorder: 
I know of a young lady that J i seg 
y would like t ges 
me but we have never met. Would itbe proper Prey eee Hail: pealloves 
being introduced?—Thomas A, Goner, T me to speak to her without 


If you should ask him - 


No, Tommy, certainly not! Give us the name and address and we will 
arrange for an interview. Advise us how much allowance you are willing to 
give the fair one, in case of marriage, also what commission you are going to 
hand the Recorder if he arranges matters. We cannot take up these danger- 
ous love affairs without a fair compensation for the risk we run. We have our 
own individual troubles. 


I see eggs are 75 cents a dozen. What do you advise the father of a 
family to do?—H. C. Living. 

We hardly know as we never “see” eggs, chickens being as far as we go. 
But you might try a blindfold and talk “calories” and ‘“‘proteins” and “heat 
units.” Still, the egg man has a family too, and shoes are high, almost as high 
as dresses, if what we hear is true. 


Do you think Dr. Jones’ medicine does any good?—A. Patient. 
If you follow the directions to always keep the bottle tightly corked, it 
can’t do you any harm. 


What can I do to restore lost hair? Being bald annoys me very much. 
—John B. Altpate. 


Cheer up John. You are all right if you are bald headed outside, if you 
are not bald headed inside. Remember, Samson did his biggest killing after 
he lost his hair. Your bald head is like Paradise, there’s no parting there. 
Your teeth may be out, and your hair may be thin, yet there’s many a good 
tune in an old violin. : 


I am very fond of riding in automobiles; had .I better mortgage the 
house, like some fellows I know and buy one.—M. T. Pocket. 


No indeed M.T.P. A big, frisky Durham bull has horns. So have those 
monsters, Automobiles. Which do you prefer? We don’t ride in the one that 
we are daily invited to jump into. We were killed the last time we tried to see 
how quick we could go twenty miles. Were in the air most of the way, but in 
turning a sharp corner, the Showfer didn’t calculate the distance correctly, and 
we landed in the river. When we were picked out with a hay fork and turned 
over to the Coroner, they took only what they could see, and so left our vertebra 
sticking on the hind wheel and our brains were missing. The Coroner said that 
we couldn’t have had any, or we would never have rode so fast. A 50-mile- 
an-hour locomotive looked as if it was standing still as we shot by it. We were 
buried where we struck. If you insist upon riding in one and have made no 
disposition of your assets, please remember that we were your friend to the 
last, and gave you everything we had—advice. 


Something About Mohammed 


To begin with, Mohammed was never a member of the Order of the 
Mystic Shrine, although there are many Shriners who entertain the idea that 
he was one of its Charter Members. He did not write the Koran, as history 
Teveals the fact that he could neither read nor write. Probably he dictated it 
to his typewriter. As an Oracle, he worked his followers into the mazy with 
apparent ease, showing genius, well-developed skill and abundance of personal 
confidence and pyramids of solid cheek. He was ambitious, deceitful, vain 


of his own accomplishments with so little mind capital, a rapid thinker, 
possessed the faculty of converting waste papyrus and cheese cloth into Bonds 
commanding 150 per cent. premium inside of thirty days, made the soft seats 
of his co-laborers downy beds of ease and indulgence, with commands never to 
be interviewed by newspaper reporters, and did a steady and lucrative business 
amid the murmer of gentle streams and the joys of trees and flowers. With 
somebody fanning away the flies, brushing his togas, warming his slippers and 
keeping the mice out of the rice jars, he found life worth living, way up to the 
time when he had funny visions, terrible ringings in his ears, tickling of his feet 
and comical contortions of face and whiskers, when he decided that he was a 
Prophet and opened up shop accordingly. Converts rushed in by the thous- 
ands. Then he became red-hot under the hood and began to fight. After 
licking the Meccans, he was publicly recognized as Chief and Mighty Binglong 
which lead the way to the final triumphs of Islam in Arabia. Summing up his 
principal characteristics, it is quite safe to say that he was a big bluff, charletan 
and a red-ripe imposter, but always deceiving himself into a belief of his own 
sincerity. 

Notwithstanding his prominence and wonderful career, he was never hung 
in effigy, appointed Director of Public Safety, nor had a special brand of cigars 
named after him, but escaped all such punsihments and died at a ripe old age, 
loved and respected by all his neighbors, who considered him a full-blown 
daisy in a field of buttercups. His principal motto was worked into his 
lambrequins in scarlet, and was always the last thing he saw when hopping 
into bed, viz: 

“Paddle your own canoe, but use your own paddle.” 

The rest of his private history is unknown, and as there is no record of his 

alleged last words, it is quite likely that he didn’t leave any. 
* No, he was never a Shriner. : 


Shert Sketches of Masonic History 


“What'll we do with our hats?” 


asked the bret! : 
of the first lodge. : rethren at the assembling 


“T've got a peg to hang mine on,” said King 

had better leave your tiles with the doorkeeper.” 
Seeing that his orders were obeyed, he direc: 

s ved, ted that ther 

the ages the doorkeepers of lodges should be known as tilers, 


The lodge had been called from labor to refi 
BPN ae sis refreshment and the Secretary had 


Solomon, “but you fellows 


eafter through all 


“Less light up,” said King Solomon, approaching 


“Yes, less," said Hiram, Kin 
they tackled the other two lights. 
“In honor of this occasion,” 
known to future generations as t 


one of the altar lights. 


g of Tyre, and the other Hiram, in duet, as 


said King Solomon, 


“let the altar Ii 
he lesser lights.” a i 


, Essay on Man 
Man is an omniverous animal. 
Some smart people call him a bi- 


5 ; ed, b is i ‘ , 
just a plain, every day, two-legyed a Di ut this is a zoological error. He’s 


nimal. 


« 


Man is found in most parts of the world. 

He roams at will, feeds in the daytime and sleeps at night. Some nights. 

He is very tame. You can go and put your hand on him anywhere so 
jong as you don’t put it on his pocketbook. He has, under such conditions, 
been known to kick. 

He is like the dog—howls a good deal and runs around at night. 

Like the camel, man has been known to go a long time without drinking 
water. 

Like the elephant, he has a trunk, but he doesn’t always take it with him. 
The elephant does. 

As to what man is really good for, anthropology is still in the dark. 
Being strong, he is used to draw pictures, carry news and pull revolvers. 

He is also fast and often goes in the human race. 

Properly trained, man can jump higher than any known animal. He has 
even been known to jump his board bills. 

Although in many ways man is like other animals, in this respect he is. 
different from them all—he lies standing up. 


Nobles 
May joy at your feast prove far from the least 
Of the Thanksgiving dishes you taste, 
And of all the good things which the glad season bring: 
May some of them not “go to waist.” : 
Thankful! Course you are! We all are. For why? Oh, just ’cause— 
lots o'things. For livin’ for one thing, havin’ the price of the turkey; an 
shucks, you know ’em as well as we. So here’s to the two great American 
birds! May we always have the turkey on our Thanksgiving table and the 
eagle in our pocket 
One more matter to which your attention is invited, a question that neither 
the stolid Arab nor the members from Barkhampstead, Podunk and Scrapple- 
town can guess the reply to, which is this: “How many petitions are you 
going to have to act upon?”” Nobody ever knows until they are read off. 
You can only be sure of those you bring yourself. 


Wanderlusters 


In most respects the ordinary Shriner is human. Even Recorders are not , 
exceptions. We all have our human limitations, etc. We all move around 
more or less, which is perfectly human. But hang it all, the Recorder can’t 
tell who moves or where he goes unless somebody tells him. Since the fellow 
who does the moving is the best informed on the subject, he is the one who 
ought to let the Recorder have his new address. 

If any Noble can’t dig up a postage stamp and notify us of a change of 
address, we will send one on application accompanied with affidavits stating 
the facts. Meanwhile if the present abiding place of either of the following 
named Nobles is known to you please tell the p and l.s.R. 

H. K. Blumberg, last address 139 Elmer Avenue, Schenectady, N. Y. 

Theodore Dewhurst, last address Torrington, Conn. 

James G. Lister, last address 100 Union Street, Lynn, Mass. 

Frederick Lunny, last address 229 Park Street, New Haven, Conn. 

Jarvis S. Williams, last address 703 Warren Street, Bridgeport, Conn. 


Novices 


When the frost is on the pumpkin and the corn is in the shock; When 
your straw hat is discarded and your winter suit in hock. Then’s the time to 
get real busy, and stiffen up your spine; Get a bunch of jolly fellows to put 
you through the Shrine. 


Having received your petitions and jarred you loose from a certain number 
of shekels, it now becomes our duty to further instruct you how to conduct 
yourselves as you proceed in the mysteries. We trust you will weigh seriously 
all the following facts, but you may also always bear in mind as you progress 
that it is no crime for a Noble to prevaricate toa Novice. Of course you can 
believe the Recorder. Now for a tiny bit of fatherly advice: ; 


A Novice is an object in the form of a human being, who is found roaming 
at large with fifty plunks in his inside pocket and from which he must be 


promptly separated and then taught how he should treat others found in a 
similar condition. 


If you have heart trouble be sure to tell the Director before things start. 
He is keeping statistics on that subject and of the 251,962 Shriners in America 
ninety-nine and five-eighths per cent. of them had serious heart trouble when 
they started and darned little else when it was over. 


If the sands blister your feet, congratulate yourself that you are not a 
centipede and if your throat becomes dry and parched be thankful that you’re 
not a giraffe. If your ears ache be glad that you are not a Missouri mule. 

Perhaps a lot of people have remarked on the r 
your father. After you have become one of us you 
pa’s pants, 


esemblance of yourself to 
will look like the patch on 


Be consistent. If your eye offends ye, pluck it out. 


the morning after, cut it off. If your head aches 


Don’t worry about the clothes you will w 


A ear. That old sui 
sport when cleaning out the furnace will answ Sat vat you 


. er. When you are ready t 
return home you may be like th i . ; * Lo 
pe 'y be like the poor Hindoo who for his clothing makes his 


Don’t get discouraged; remember Jonah came out alive. If you feel blue, 
take a bath—it may wash off. There is a place for everything but it is some: 
times hard to find a convenient place; take a boil, for instance. Bew: f 
excessive kindness from uncommon sources, Keep your eye ea the ‘Chief 
and his Patrol bunch. Remember that “when the bull and the bear lie d ee 
together, there’s something coming to the Lamb.” oe eile 

Abandon hope and enter free from care 
Leave all behind, but tie a pillow there. 
Verily the eyes of the Novice shall behold the pleasures of Paradise. 
— Koran. 
From all our friends, good Lord deliver us.” 


(Koran? No!) 


The Novice’s Prayer: 


Visiting Nobles 


We extend the glad hand to all who are provided: with the proper creden- 
tials, and give you hearty welcome in our very midst. Eat of our bread and 
salt, drink from our fountains of youth, and may your stay with us be replete 
with pleasure. 


The Second Liberty Loan 


It is hoped you have already subscribed to it. If not, why not! 

The following are extracts from a letter received from the Director ot 
Publicity. 

Those who participated in the First Liberty Loan should not be content. 
They should make every effort to participate in the second to an even greater 
extent. They will obtain the safest investment in the world, on which they 
will receive substantial interest every six months from the United States 
Government. ‘ 

A Liberty Bond may save a soldier. It will help to shorten this conflict 
by providing your Government with sufficient funds to conduct the war in an 
efficient manner and hasten the advent of peace. There should be a Liberty 
Bond in every home in this country. 


ORDER OF EXERCISES 
. The Horrors of the Night Begin During the Day 
The Banquet 


5107 p.m. You are invited, in fact—unnecessary as it is—you are 
urged to lend your presence to this ever popular function. The ticket handed 
you at the door must be given to the waiter and will entitle you to a seat at the 
table where you. will find the working tools used in this degree. There will be 
no glue on your chair so don’t stick to it after you have been sufficiently nour- 
ished, because that same chair will be needed for another hungry man. See? 
Demolition of the fragments of the banquet will begin promptly at 7:01, after 
which there'll be 0 doing as to eats. Candidates, after being properly tagged 
will be made welcome at the festive board. This part of the evening’s enter- 
tainment is free for them, They pay for what is coming to them later. 


Candidates 


7:00 Candidates will report to the Treasurer in his apartment on the 
second floor, who with the aid of assistants who are Past Masters in the art 
of relieving the distressed, will separate them from the amount necessary for 
lubricating the wheels of pleasure. This operation will be positively painless . 
and cannot be construed as establishing a precedent for the balance of the 
evening. 


Concert 


7:30 The Band, under the leadership of the incomparable Fred Brown 
will now begin to punch holes in the atmosphere. Fred will coax the clarion 
calls from the Cornet. Billy Hezel will puff the persuasive pipings from the 
Piccolo. Fred Strong will propel the symphonies from the Clarionet. Harry 


Walker will tear the tantalizing toots from the Trombone. Bert Dow will 
blow the blooming blazes out of a Tuba. Johnny Park will shoot seductive 
syncopation out of the Baritone Horn. George Roberts will do a dulcet ditty 
on the Bass Drum, and Fred Schussler will tempt the tintinabulations from 
the tinkling Cymbals. These, together with other artists of equal skill, but 
too numerous to mention, make up the aggregation that can squeeze melody 
out of a tom cat on the fence at midnight, or flood an I. W. W. organization 
with harmony. F 

They will be resplendent with gorgeousness in their new uniforms, and 
taken altogether or separately, by and large, are equal to many “‘a fine look- 
ing body of men” and superior to most of ’em. 

8:00 The Illustrious IT with his associate officers, preceeded by the Band 
and Patrol will enter, and with steel, gold and glory, pomp immense, which 
speaks to eye, to soul, to sense, assume his station and proclaim the Temple 
opened. The list of Novices will be read, the ballot taken and the fortunates 
or unfortunates (erase one) are admitted and permitted to see the Patrol in. 
their truly commendable evolutions. 

The work of the Patrof will be of especial interest, and Nobles may look 
forward to a feature staged by the Patrol, fully in keeping with the spirit of 
the times. The “boys” in their handsome new white uniforms, the band, the 


flags and the ceremonies of the evening will make the occasion one long to be 
remembered. 


The Pilgrimage 


8:45 The journey to Mecca begins. During the first section there must 
2e absolute silence and no smoking. During the second section smoking 
will not be considered objectionable provided the weeds are not too rank. 


Your services are not required on the floor you will theref oz eC 
5 ore “Ke ff. 
The Patrol need all the room there is. To 


10:40 End of the pilgrimage. The newly created Nobles can now repair 
to the Anteroom and practice the following, until it can be rehearsed without 
“ipping a cog. It will serve to allay certain wifely suspicions. 


“Shrewd Simon Shorts, successful Shriner, sewed shoes. Sey- 
enteen succeeding summer’s speeding storms, 
saw Simon Short’s small sign still swin; 
Smithville’s sole surviving shoemaker.” 


ms, successive sunshine 
ging; specifying Shorts, 


ANNUAL MEETING 


The Annual Meeting occurs on Wednesday, December 12, 1917, at which 
me reports will be presented. officers elected for the ensuing year, and also 
ur Representatives to the Imperial Council. ’ 


No other notice of the Annual meeting will be sent. 


Recorder's Musings 


If you see a Recorder who really pleases everybody. 
plate over his face. He will not be standing up. ; 


The place to feel for the poor is in your pocket. 


there will be a glass 


Hair is sometimes beautiful on a woman’s head, but we forget its beauty 
when we find it in the butter. 


As one who pulleth a bureau drawer that sticketh, so is he who argueth 
with an angry damsel; thou canst not budge her. 


There is no virtue in a Sunday that makes Children say: “I wish it was 
Monday.” 


One of the greatest sights on earth is that of a woman talking sense and 
her husband listening. 


A one-legged man may be able to make good, but he never gets there with 
both feet. 

A seat in a crowded car is a conundrum that a gallant man always gives 
up—if the girlie is pretty. 

The only way a man can get even with his wife is to wait until she comes 
out of the water and then ask his gentlemen friends who that funny looking 
woman is? 


Speaking of changing climates you may have observed that the preachers 
hell is not nearly so hot as it used to be. 


Some are born good, some make good and others are caught with the goods. 


A man with a lot of money may be a fool, but there’s nobody anxious to 
tell him he is. 


There are always two sides to a question—our side and the wrong side. 
A teaspoonful of gossip will taint a kettleful of pure truth. 


There is no disgrace in making a mistake in marriage—almost every woman 
does it. 

You may be overcharged for something good, but you never get a poor 
thing cheap. 

Woman is the fairest work of the Great Author, and the edition being 
large, no man shall be without one. 

All men are born free and equal and have the choice of remaining so or 
getting married, 

A wise maiden scenteth trouble from afar and avoideth a scene; but a fool- 
ish damsel exclaimeth DON’T. 


It is easier to find a pet fly in the butcher’s shop, than a woman who can 
sharpen a pencil. 


As a hot drink on a sleigh ride, so is a woman who asketh not troublesome 
questions. 


The perfect gentlemen will always wear garters unless he has sufficient 
will power to keep his socks up without their aid. 


The average woman gets off a joke about as successfully as she gets off a 
trolley car. 


Know thyself—but don’t tell anybody. 


The best marriages are made in heaven. Wise men wait until they get 
there and avoid substitutes. 


Be sure that you are right—then mind your own business. 
If you must knock, give yourself a few raps while you're at it. 


A rolling collar button gathers nothing but profanity in its wake. 

A hundred dollars worth of roses will barely fill a room with perfume, but 
with a dollars worth of fried onions you can scent up a whole town. 

Wives of great men remind us of it pretty often. 

The Knee-length skirt makes it easy for the Prodigal Son to tell the 
Fatted Calf from the other kind. 

The fellow pushing the wheelbarrow and paying his debts is getting richer 
faster than the fellow that is getting all his gasoline charged. If this shoe fits, 
consider it as a great present and wear it. 


Here’s to Laughter 


“Here’s to laughter, the sunshine of the soul, the happiness of the heart, 
the leaven of youth, the privilege of purity, the echo of innocence, the treas- 
ure of the humble, the wreath of the poor, the bead of the cup of pleasure. 
It despels dejection, banishes blues and mangles melancholy, for it’s the foe 
of woe, the destroyer of depression, the enemy of grief; it is what makes kings 
envy peasants, plutocrats envy the poor, the guilty envy the innocent; it’s the 
sheen on the silver of smiles, the ripple on the water's delight; the glint of the 
gold of gladness; without it humor would be dumb, wit would wither. dimples 
would disappear and smiles would shrivel; it’s the glow of a clear eonsiente 
the voice of a pure soul, the birth cry of mirth, the swan song of sadness.” : 


The “NUT” Page 
Hazel and Brazil, Editors 


Arithmatical Gymnastics 


“If it takes a woodpecker, with a rubber bill, ni i 
é 5 » nine months and thirteen 
days to peck a hole through a cypress log that is large enough to make a bundle 
of shingles worth ninety-three cents, how long will it take a cross-eyed grass- 
hopper with a cork leg to kick all the seeds out of a dill pickle?” 7 


Our Umbrella 
That’s a fine umbrella you carry, 
Yes, replied Thad. 
Did you come by it honestly? 
T haven't quite made it out. I 
stepped into a doorway to wait until j 
coming along with a nice, large umbrella and I 


isn’t it? 


mbrella, » 
the umbrella and ran. Of course I picked Ate fellow?” and he dropped 


A right-handed writer named Wright, 
When writing “write,” always wrote “rite”: 
He meant to write “write,” i 
But he couldn’t write right, 


For “rite” was as near tight as Wright could write. 


What? 


She—“If you could have only one wish what would it be?” 

He—‘It would be that—that—oh, if I only dared to tell you what it 
would be.” 

She—Well, go on. Why do you suppose I brought up the wishing 
subject?” 


The Minister’s Parting Shot 


The minister had just preached his farewell sermon to the congregation 
with whom he had had much trouble. “How beautiful!” said a visitor to one 
of the deacons, “‘and how appropriate for a farewell sermon!” 

“Think so?” said the deacon gruffly. 

“Why, yes. What better text could he find than in ‘In My Father’s 
house are many mansions. I go to preparea place for you.’ By the way, 
where is he going?” 

The deacon smiled sourly as he answered: ‘He becomes-chaplain of the 
state penitentiary.” 


Jolly the fellow who's down to-day; 
Give him a smile for his sorrow. 
The world sometimes has a funny way, 
And you may be down tomorrow. 


Barber’s News 


During alterations, Patrons will be shaved in the back. 


Correct 


Tcacher—Give me a definition of nothing. : 
Tommy—A bung-hole without any barrel-around it! 


Little boy; pair of skates; 
Hole in ice: Golden Gates. 


The Wise Man 


The wise man sayeth unto himself, “the day is clear and my purse needs 
no refilling, for I rejoice with the day. But in my mind I see the coming cloud 
and hear the rushing of the destroying elements, so will I draw the strings the 
tighter, for no man knows when destruction may come.” And he saweth 
wood in silence, while his less wise neighbor bloweth his substance into the wine 
barrel and waits with aching heart for the raven to feed him by the wayside. 


Misleading Advertisement 


A big department store in New York advertised widely. “Bring the 


goods back and get your money if not satisfied.” Now, this concern has a 


restaurant, and one day a man—but what’s the use! 


As the Clock Struck One 


George held her hand and she held hiz’n, 
And then they hugged and went to kiz’n. 
They did not know the host had riz’n, 
(Madder than hops and simply siz’n,) 
But George got hiz’n and went out whiz’n. 


Surely Would 


“And when the prodigal son came home, what happened, Tommy?” 

“His father ran to meet him and hurt himself.” 

“Why, where did you get that?” 

“Tt said that the father ran and fell on his neck. I bet it would hurt 
you to fall on your neck.” 


Queer 
“Mother, is father in the fruit business?” 
“No, son. What put that idea into your head?” 


“Well, when he took me for a walk the other day he met Mr. Jones, and 
all they talked about was peaches, pippins and dates,” 


Some “ADS” 


“For Sale—Baby carriage, slightly used; going out of business.” 
“Wanted—A good girl to cook and one that will make a good roast or 
broil and will stew well.” 
“Wanted—A boy to open oysters fifteen years old.” 
“Lost—An ulster, by a lady with caniel’s hai lining.” (Some doarn baby) 
“Don’t kill your wife—let my laundry do the work.”—Noble Blank. 5 


D. O -Minie—Sky Pilot 


Matrimonial Blacksmith and All "Round Gospel Sharp 


I would be delighted to preach the funerals of those P. 
gave me the Second Section—The sooner the better. atrol Guys who 


Live Now and Here 
Tomorrow! Why prate of tomorrow? 
Today is here and we live. ay 
If tomorrow's for us, what's tHe a he fuss, 
mort > sé of 3 
We'll get whatever she'll give. ag ti 
Tomorrow's the ghost at thé table 
Tomorrow’s thé hole-cat'd of Time: 
The Shade that falls on Pleaire’s wang 
As wé wait its phantom éhime. 
A Heavy Qwéstion 
Which weighs the most, Williani Taft or Theodore Roosevelt? 


The answer is thé namé of 4 former president of 4, SagAtn 
the best answer received wé will give a frée trip at yao ses 


The itinerary will be announced later. We had thought of Europe but 
-on account of the war this will not do—cannot afford to have any Nobles shot, 
therefore another direction will be taken. No special rules will govern the 
extraordinary contest. Send all replies to Joke Smith, care of the Recorder. 


Too Generous 


Charles—‘“Lillian, how would you like to have a pet monkey?” 
Lillian—Oh, Charles; this is so sudden.” 


Our Band at the Front 


Noble Young—“Halt! Who goes there?” 
“A friend with a bottle.” 
Noble Young—“Pass friend. Halt bottle!” 


There was an old sculptor named Phidias, 
Whose knowledge of art was invidious; 

He carved Aphrodite 

Without any nightie, 
Which startled the purely fastidious. 


Phtholognyrrh 


Speaking of spélling reform, can- you pronounce the above word? Of 
course you ¢an’t. But if you stop to’ think that “phth’’ has the sound of “‘t’” 
in “phthisic,” that “‘olo” has thé sound of “ur” in “colonel,” that “gn’’ has the 
sound of “n” in “gnat,” and “yrrh” thé sound of “er’’ in “myrrh,” it is easy 
to-see that the product of the letters'is “turner.” 


No’ Ghangé 
We notice that the Fall styles are about the same—husbands trimmed 


~same as before. 


The Cherokee Strip’ 
She was from Boston; he from Oklahoma. “You havé travéléed a gréat 


-deal' in’ the West, have you not, Miss Bacon?” 


“Oh, yes, indeed—in California and Arizona, and evét in’ New Méxi¢o.” 

“And did you ever see the Cherokee strip?” : 

Theré was’ a’ painful silence}: but finally she lookéd: 6vér her glasses at 
hin and said: “Sir, I deem your question’ excéediigly rude.” 


A Garden Scandal 
The wheat was shocked; the beets turned red; 
The corn prickéd' up its ears; 
The fidclers mocked the mint was’ crushed; 
The onidéns moved to tears. 


The cuckmber was “pickled!” 


What Some of Us Would Say 


Smith—If you were going in for music, which instrument would you choose. 

Brown—Well, I’ve always thought I would like to be a soloist on a cash 
register. 

In His Defense 

“Daughter,” called the father from his position at the top of the stairs, at 
the well known hour of 11:55 p. m., “doesn’t that young man know how to say 
good night?” 

“Does he?” echoed the young lady in the darkened hall, ‘Well I should 
say he does!” 


The Proper Thing 


“If you meet a fallen ‘feller,’ help him up; 

If he’s tired, sore and hungry, let him sup; 

Even if he’s good for nothing; 

And to you is only bluffing”, 

You have something. he has nothing, 
Help him up.” 


Time Will Tel! 


Six times within an hour he had inquired 
What time it was, and Phyllis had been kind 
And showed, with cheerfulness which he admired, - 
Her watch, the bother seeming not to mind. 
He really did not care what time it was, 
She knew this; but with her it was all right. 
Their conduct grew out of a common cause:— 
Fair Phyllis wore her ankle watch that night. 


The Brother Was Right 


A minister of the gospel (we refrain from mentionin 
announced to his friends that he would have to leave tl 
call to another field. 

“How much more salary do you expect to get there than here?” asked 
one of the brethren. 

“Eight hundred dollars,” 

“Well,” remarked the Brother who had been a w 
“you should be more exact in your language. 


ig our brother’s name) 
hem soon, as he had a 


L orldly man in his time, 
That isn’t a ‘call,’ it’s a ‘raise.’ ” 
Of Course 
A young girl whose last name was Ginter, 
Got married in Bridgeport last winter, 


Her man’s name was Wood, and now. as they should, 
The Woods have a cute little splinter. + aba 


Or Knock-Kneed 


Miranda Korntassel, the talented daughter of 


5 Hiram Kornt: 
at the old farm for a visit. Three months of Va: assel, was back 


ssar had made some change 


in Miranda. The first night home she arrayed herself in the latest decollete 
gown and appeared before the old man for approval. 

“Well, father, how do you like it?” she asked. 

“Wal, Mirandy,” he replied, ‘‘anyway, ye ain’t bow-legged.” 


Preparedness 


Will you please send me a list of names suitable for a baby girl or boy? 
Benedict. 


Not a Social Matter 


Noble Harry is a bank Teller of many years’ standing and he thought he 
had seen them all—as far as curiosities in human nature are concerned. But 
one morning recently a haughty looking woman approached the window and 
shoved a check through without even glancing at him. 

“Madam,” he said, “you will have to get somebody to introduce you 
before I can cash this check for you.” 

For one moment she stared at him in a frostlike manner; then, in an ex- 
ceedingly scornful voice, she said: 

“Sir, I am here purely on business and have no intention of making a 
social call. I do not care to know you!” 


Why She Thought So 


“Mamma,” said the little girl, “Sister doesn’t tell the truth.” 

“Why, Jennie,” said the mother, “‘you mustn’t say such things.” 

“Well, last night I heard her say, ‘Charlie if you do that again I’ll call 
Mamma.’ And he did it twice more and she didn’t call.” 


To A Dollar 


You bought a pound of butter, a juicy sirloin steak, 
The flour and the raisins to build a fluffy cake, 
Some extract of vanilla, a can of kerosene, 

A chunky paper parcel of coffee (in the bean), 

A can of lard, and maybe, a dozen eggs or so, 
When grandma went to market in days of long ago. 


When grandpa went to business with sombre face and grim 
It took a lot of trouble to pry you loose from him, 

Deep down in his pants pocket he kept you safe from harm 
And he’d as soon have lost you as parted with his arm. 
You never were invested, though times were good or slack, 
Except when you were certain to bring another back. 


And here’s the same old dollar--the means with which to buy 
A skimpy meal of vittles, omitting cheese and pie— 
Enough to pay a bar-check (providing it is small), 

Or seven bites of candy—and that’s exactly all. : 

We still are glad to have you, you are not wholly junk, 

A dollar's still a dollar—but, goodness, how vou’ve shrunk! 


THE KID 


The Kid has gone to the Colors, 
And we don’t know what to say; 
The Kid we have loved and cuddled, 
Stepped out for the Flag today. 

We thought him a child, a baby, 
With never a care at all, 

But his country called him man-size, 
And the Kid has heard the call. 


He paused to watch the recruiting, 
Where, fired by the fife and drum, 
He bowed his head to Old Glory, 
And thought that it whispered, “Come!” 
The Kid, not being a slacker, 
Stood forth with patriot-joy 
To add his name to the roster— 
And, God, we’re proud of the boy! 


The Kid has gone to the Colors; 
It seems but a little while 

Since he drilled a schoolboy army 
In a truly martial style. 

But now he’s a man, a soldier, 
And we lend him a listening ear, 

For his heart is a heart all loyal, 
Unscourged by the curse of fear. 


His dad, when he told him, shuddered; 
His mother—God bless her! cried; 

Yet, blessed with a mother-nature, 
She wept with a mother-pride. 

But he whose old shoulders straightened 
Was Grandad—for memory ran 

To years when he, too, a youngster, 
Was changed by the Flag to a man. 


Roll of Honor 


Note.—We want the name, rank, branch of service 
sible) of all Nobles of Pyramid who have entered the se 
States in any capacity. If you are in the service, please 
enclosed card at once. 


and address (if bos- 
tvice of the United 
fill out and mail the 


